Stranger Things Have Happened 


Author: Ghost-Dance 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Chris Shiflett, Dave Grohl, Nate Mendel, Pat Smear, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Fri Dec 25 2015 14:01:59 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter | 


20th November 206 - bam (Los Angeles) 


"Fuck." Dave swore as he took a sip of his coffee which was so hot it burnt his mouth. 
"Fuck." 


Dave was running late; he had been out late the night before and he had overslept meaning he was going to 
find it difficult to get to his 130 am meeting with his editor in the 606 building. He couldn't function without 
caffeine which was why he was standing in the bathroom in just his boxers drinking coffee whilst trying to fix 
his hair, wash his face and get dressed all at the same time. He succeeded in getting his long hair tied back in 
a ponytail, splashed some water on his face and pulled on a pair of black jeans and a black shirt. That would 
have to do, no time for anything more, he was late enough as it was. He poured the coffee in a travel mug 
and grabbed a bunch of papers and his iPod from his desk stuffing them in a backpack as he ran out the door. 


Taylor pulled into the parking lot of Pizza Passion and put his truck in park. He sat in the truck smoking the 
rest of his joint before climbing out and crossing the lot to the main doors of the restaurant. He ran his 
fingers through his long blond hair and pulled open the doors, it was a while until lunchtime but for Taylor it 
was pizza time all day every day. He sighed, pulled on a baseball cap with a slice of pizza embroidered on the 
front and went through to the kitchen to collect his first delivery order which was for an office in the 606 
building. 


Nate checked his watch, it was just after Ilam and he had been in court for the past two hours defending 
some idiot who had decided he was ok to drive after drinking a whole bottle of vodka and had ended up parking 
his truck on his neighbor's front porch totaling the whole thing. Nate knew the idiot was going to jail, this 
wasn't his first DUI, his only job was to try and get the idiot the lightest sentence possible. Nate had done the 
best he could, given the circumstances, and he was waiting for the judge to deliver the sentence. He hoped 
that this wouldn't take too much longer as he had a midday meeting with a new client at his office in the 606 
building; another idiot but this time one who had approached an off duty police officer offering to sell him 
some drugs. The officer was still wearing his badge for fucks sake and the idiot got arrested for possession 
and intent to sell. People were just fucking stupid Nate thought to himself, fucking stupid idiots. 


Chris finished his last rep of bicep curls and headed off to the shower. He spent at least two hours in the 
gym every day lifting weights, working out on the punchbag and running through his ab toning routine. He had 
to keep in shape, being a male sportswear model was all about the body and he couldn't afford to skip a single 
workout. He had a meeting in an hour with his agent in the 606 building to discuss a contract with a new 
outdoor clothing company, it would be a good contract to win so Chris needed to look his best if he was going 
to impress the client. He stepped in to the shower and washed the sweat from his hair and body before 
exfoliating his face with an expensive facial scrub, you had to pay for the best if you wanted to look your 


best. 


Pat was exhausted; he had just pulled a 14 hour shift in the ER where he worked as a nurse practitioner and 
he had been puked on, shouted at, threatened and generally run ragged. He had never meant to end up as a 
nurse, he had signed up for the course because he had the hots for a girl who was on the course and it was 
the only way he could get to spend time with her. To his surprise he found that he actually enjoyed the 
course and even after he and the girl had split up, turned out she was a nut job, Pat took his final exams and 
became a fully registered nurse practitioner. But even though he loved his job he was older now and the long 
hours were catching up with him so he was now on his way for an interview at a medical office in the 606 


building. More money and less hours, it sounded just the job that Pat had been looking for. 
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ZOth November 206 - l45am (The 606 building) 


The 606 building in LA was home to a myriad of business's; doctors offices, lawyers, accountants, publishers, 
magazines, modeling agencies, media relations, graphic designers, over 250 businesses had offices in the 


towering skyscraper. 


Every day hundreds of people walked through the foyer and into the elevators to travel their final destination 
on floors | to 25. On this particular day the electrician was working on the elevator panel, just routine 
maintenance nothing exciting, but his mind wasn't on the job, he was thinking about the date he had later that 
evening with that hot chick from floor I. He didn't notice when he accidentally dislodged a connector for one of 
the elevator cars on the control panel, he was wondering how far he would get tonight, would she give out on 
a first date? He closed the panel, picked up his tool bag and went off to the next task on his work list. The 
elevator car was at the ground floor, the doors were open, five men stood inside the car one of whom pressed 


the button for the [3th floor. The doors closed and the elevator started its ascent up the elevator shaft. 


Chapter 2 


ZOth November 206 - l4Tam (The 606 building) 


The elevator shuddered to a stop and the lights went out plunging the car in to darkness. 
"What the fuck?" Dave stood in the pitch black and tried to press a button on the control panel. 
"Hey that's my fucking ass you're poking" a voice said, "what the fuck are you doing you fucking pervert: 


Dave lowered his hand, apparently his sense of spacial awareness was way off. "Shit, sorry. | was trying to find 


the control panel." 
"Just keep your fucking hands to yourself" 


The elevator was suddenly lit up as a smartly dressed man with reddish hair held up his phone with the 
flashlight function running. 


"Please press the call button," the man holding the phone said, “assuming you were actually trying to find the 
button and not feeling him up." 


‘Of course | was trying to find the fucking button" Dave growled. "Just hold the light closer you jerk" 


A slim blond haired man wearing a baseball cap pointed over to the control panel. "The button's there, stay 


away from my ass.” 
Dave scowled at the blond. "Fuck off pizza boy." 


"Just press the fucking button" This was from a handsome blond haired man with amazing blue eyes. "I don't 


like enclosed spaces." 
Dave pressed the alarm call button and immediately a high pitched buzzer sounded from the speaker panel. 
"That's doing my headache the world of good" said a tall well built man wearing green scrubs. 


"Attention elevator car number 3" A voice boomed out of the speaker. "We are aware of your emergency and 
we are working to fix the problem. Please stand by for further information" 


"What does he mean stand by?" blue eyes said. "It's not like we can do anything else." 


The redhead turned off his phone flashlight plunging them back in to darkness. "My battery is running low, can 


someone else please use their phone." 


"Don't you start fishing around in my shorts looking for my phone ponytail guy." The blonds voice was right in 


Dave's ear. "We haven't even been introduced yet, no groping until we are on first name terms." 
Dave chuckled, pizza boy might not be such a dick after all. 

There was a clicking noise and an overhead light flickered on. 

"Finally." Blue eyes said. "| was getting a bit freaked out." 

"Attention elevator car number 3. The emergency lighting is now active." 

"No shit." Green scrubs pulled a face. "Seems like they have their top team working on the problem." 
"We have our top team working on the problem" came the voice through the speaker. 

All five men looked at each other and laughed. 

"What a dick" Pizza boy's eyes scanned the ceiling. "He cant hear me can he?" 


"| don't think so," the redhead said. "I think you have to press the intercom button to speak to him. Just 


listening in would be an invasion of privacy." 

"What are you? A fucking lawyer?" Blue eyes grinned. 

"Yes, as a matter of fact | am." 

"Attention elevator car number 3. We have just had word from our maintenance team, there is an issue with 
the electrical panel. There has been a melt down in the circuitry causing the elevator car to cease functioning. 


This requires a complete replacement of the control board” 


"And how long is that going to take?" Dave said into the intercom. There was a long pause before the speaker 


voice came back. 
"The maintenance team estimate an hour to complete the replacement. I'm sorry for the delay." The voice 
sounded anything but sorry. "Until that time | am afraid we cannot operate the elevator. Thank you for your 


patience." 


"Fuck. So we are stuck here for at least an hour." Pizza boy sat cross-legged on the floor. "lim parked in a I0 


minute waiting zone, the fuckers better pay for any fines | get." 


"l'm sure our lawyer friend here can help you sue the ass off them." Blue eyes nudged the lawyer. "I'm missing 


a really important meeting, if | lose the contract because of this shit can | sue them?" 
‘lm a defense lawyer, not really my field” 


Green scrubs yawned. "I'm too fucking tired for this shit. And hungry. Got anything to eat in your delivery bag 
pizza boy." 


"Yes pizza dumb-ass." Pizza boy rolled his eyes. "And it's Taylor not pizza boy." 
‘I'm Pat" Green scrubs grinned. "Can | have some pizza Taylor?" 


Dave's stomach growled loudly at the mention of food, he hadn't eaten since the previous evening and he was 


really hungry. 
Taylor laughed and opened the delivery bag. "Think ponytail guy is hungry too. It's your lucky day boys, big 
order for an office on the 20th floor, lots of pizza to go round” He pulled out several pizza boxes from the 


bag and offered one to Dave. "Here you go ponytail” 


Dave took the box and opened it. "Thanks Taylor. And I'm Dave." He picked up a slice of pizza and handed the 
box to Pat. 


Pat took a slice and handed the box to blue eyes. 

"lm fucking starving, | don't usually eat pizza but | was at the gym all morning." He took a slice. "I'm Chris," he 
said, "may as well get introductions out of the way, looks like we will be stuck here for a while." He passed the 
box to the lawyer. 

"l'm Nate." The lawyer pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and used it to pull a slice from the box. 

Taylor sniggered as Nate passed the box back to him. 

Nate glared at Taylor. "What? Its a $2000 suit and | don't want to get grease on it" 

"Dude, that has to be the lamest thing | have ever heard" Taylor said around a mouthful of pizza. 


Chris laughed. "It is pretty lame. Chill out Nate, it's only a fucking suit. You can afford dry cleaning." 


Nate sighed and put the handkerchief back in his pocket, he wasn't looking forward to the next hour, being 
stuck with these four was as bad as being stuck in court with a bunch of fucking stupid idiots. 


Chapter 3 


ZOth November 206 - [2pm (The 606 Building) 


After consuming three whole pizzas the five men were sitting on the elevator floor, the elevator was large 


enough for them all to sit and stretch out their legs. 


"Hey Dave," Taylor kicked Dave's toes with his foot. "What do you do? Nate's a lawyer and I'm guessing Pat is a 


doctor or something, so what about you?" 


"m a writer." Dave ran a hand over his beard, he wasn't actually a writer, he wrote a column for a 


newspaper. He wasn't going to tell them what he really wrote about for a living. 
Pat was staring at Dave. "I know you from somewhere, have we met before?" 
Dave shrugged. "| don't think so." 


‘We have, | know we fucking have." Pat screwed his face up in concentration. "I got it, you're the guitar guy 


who came in to the ER with a broken leg after falling off a stage." 
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une 206 - LA 


Dave typed the last few words, saved the document and pressed the print button. His editor liked to have a 
paper copy of Dave's column and he also liked to scrawl comments in red pen all over it before handing it back 
to Dave for amends. The column Dave wrote was an advice column called ‘Dear Rosemary’, he was a fucking 
agony aunt, he spent his days writing crap for fucked up housewives who wanted advice on how to keep their 
husbands happy or reassurance that having an affair was really ok if their husband was a dick. Dave hated his 


job but it paid the bills and allowed him to focus on his real passion which was music. 


Dave read through the printed document, it was good enough he decided and he stuck it in an envelope to drop 
off with the editor on his way to the club. He picked up his guitar and headed out, he had an acoustic show 
tonight and he was looking forward to playing, he loved the buzz of playing for people. 


The venue was a small club, he had played there before; it had a good atmosphere and the crowd were 
generally appreciative. Dave had written a lot of songs, tonight he was debuting a new song he had just written 
called "Everlong which he thought might go down well. Dave played the first few songs without a hitch, the 
audience were really getting in to it so Dave decided to keep the momentum going by chatting with the crowd 
before the next song. He walked to the edge of the stage but somehow managed to trip over his own feet and 


he felt himself tumbling into nothingness. It wasn't a huge drop, maybe 6 feet, he landed on his feet before 
falling back and landing on his ass. He tried to get up but there was something wrong with his leg, it wouldn't 
support his weight and when he felt the pain race up his leq he damn near passed out. 


"I think | just broke my leg" he mumbled. "I think | really broke my leg." Another wave of pain and this time he 
did black out. 


The ER was busy, Friday nights always were, and Pat was juggling a million things at once. He checked the 
intake board, three new admissions; a drunk guy who had crashed his car into his neighbor's porch, the losing 


party in a bar fight and a guitarist who fell off a stage. Pat decided to take the guitarist. 


"Hello there Mr Grohl." Pat flipped through the medical chart, the patient had been given a hefty dose of pain 


meds and was due to be taken down to x-ray. "Unusual name, not had a Grohl before." 


Dave was flying pretty high from the pain meds and he found it hard to focus but he could swear the nurse's 


name badge read Nurse Smear which he thought was a fucking bizarre name, more bizarre than Grohl. 


Pat checked Dave's pulse. "Going to get you down to x-ray in a bit. See you fell off a stage during your show, 
that's one way to get noticed." 


Dave couldn't be bothered to reply, he was more worried about his guitar which he had taken with him on his 
stage dive. 


"My guitar?" Dave asked "Did anyone pick up my guitar?" 

Pat smiled. "It's at the nurses station, it survived unscathed. Nice guitar too." 
‘You play?" 

"Yeah, been in a few bands but for fun mostly, nothing big." 


An orderly arrived to take Dave off to x-ray, Pat and the orderly moved Dave to the gurney and wheeled him 
out of the cubical. 


"Take care Mr Grohl, and no more stage dives." Pat laughed. 


Pat returned to the intake board to update the patient details. A red haired man in a suit stopped him as he 
reached the desk 


"Excuse me. Where can | check on a patients whereabouts?" 


Pat pointed at the receptionist. "Cecilia will be able to help you." 


"Thank you." The red haired man moved over to the receptionist. "I'm here to see Eric Oliver, I'm his lawyer 
Nate Mendel." 
Pat checked the board, Eric Oliver was the drunk driver. Good luck with that, Pat thought, that idiot is going to 


jail. 


Chapter 4 


ZOth November 206 - I245pm (The 606 Building) 


"How's the leg?" Pat asked Dave. 


"Fully healed now, had to wear one of those fucking stupid plastic boots for months." Dave had hated wearing 
that boot. It looked ridiculous and he had ruined several pairs of jeans by having to cut one leg off. 


"Got any more shows planned? | might come along, make sure you don't fall off the stage again" Pat grinned. 
Nate looked over at Dave. "You're a musician? Are you in a band?" 

"Not in a band at the moment, did a demo a while back, played everything myself" 

"| play bass," Nate loosened his tie "in a band with some other lawyers." 

"What are you called?" Chris asked. "I go to a lot of shows, might have seen you." 

"Statute of Limitations." 

Taylor sniggered. "What kind of name is that? It's fucking horrible." 

Nate glared at the blond. "It's a lawyer joke. You wouldn't get it" 

Taylor laughed. "Do you wear your suits on stage? What do you play? Fucking awful jazz | bet” 


"Fuck off" Nate really didn't like the skinny little shit. "We play rock. And no suits. | only have to wear this shit 


for work. I'm not some kind of pompous asshole." 
Chris was studying Nate. "Didn't you used to play in a punk band up in Seattle?" 
"How the fuck did you know that?" Nate was surprised, that was over 20 years ago. 


Chris ran a hand through his hair. "I played guitar in a band that went up to Seattle for a benefit show back in 
‘12. Your band played that night too." 
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April 1992 - Seattle 


Nate lugged his bass from the van and up the stairs leading to the backstage area. The venue was a dump but 
he was used to playing in dumps, punk rock bands rarely got the chance to play somewhere nice. The rest of 
his band were unloading the amps and equipment whilst Nate checked in with the event organizer. The event 
was a benefit concert in memory of a punk rock singer who had recently passed away from a very aggressive 
form of leukemia All the bands were playing for free and all the proceeds were being donated to a leukemia 
research fund. There were about IO bands on the line-up each playing a short 30 minute set, Nate's band 
were the penultimate act so he had plenty of time to spend checking out the other bands once he had finished 
unloading the rest of their gear. 


Chris plucked at the strings on his guitar to make sure it was in tune, he adjust a couple of pegs and tried 
again Satisfied that the guitar was ready to go he leaned it up against the wall and finished the rest of his 
beer. His band were due to go on in a few minutes, they were the 4th band to play, Chris watched the kids in 
the audience who were pogoing and crowd surfing and he knew it was going to be a good show. The band on 
stage finished up their last song, Chris picked up his guitar and followed his bandmates on to the stage to play 
their set to the crowd of sweaty bodies. 


Nate watched the band on stage, they were not bad; the songs were loud and frantic but they could all play 
which wasn't always the case, some of the bands Nate had seen couldn't play a note. Nate loved playing in a 
band but tonight was going to be the last time he played with his current band, the following week he was 
moving to LA and leaving Seattle behind. He had just finished his law degree and was moving to LA to join a law 
firm as a junior associate. Although music was Nate's passion he knew it wouldn't pay the bills so he had taken 
the sensible route and enrolled as a law student. He wished he could have made music his profession but that 
was just a dream, he knew too many penniless musicians who lived in squats barely managing to make enough 
money to eat. He wondered if the band on stage would ever make it, the guitarist was good so maybe he had a 
chance. Nate finished his beer and wandered over to find his bandmates to decide on the set list for their final 
show together. 


Chris had hung around after his set to watch the rest of the bands, he was at the bar with a bassist from 
another band who had also finished their set. 


"Who are these lot?" Chris asked. "They are pretty good" 


‘Local guys, been together for a few years. It's their last show, the bassist is moving down to LA to become 
some big shot lawyer." The bassist said. 


Chris watched the bassist on stage, he didn't look like a lawyer, he had shaggy reddish hair and was wearing 
baggy black pants and an old ripped shirt. He was a decent bassist, better then the one Chris played with, a 
shame he was giving up on playing. 


"Do you know any good drummers?" the bassist next to him asked. "Our guy just broke his wrist, going to be 
out for months, we had a stand in guy for tonight but he's fucking useless." 


Chris shook his head. "Don't know any drummers." 
"I got given the number of some guy from DC," the bassist pulled out a scrap of paper from his pocket and 
read the name. "Dave Grohl, but it's a fucking long way to come for an audition. | want someone local. If we 


don't find anyone | think I'm going to call it a day." 


If | hear of anyone I'll let you know. Maybe you should go and speak to that lot” Chris nodded to the band on 
the stage. "Sounds like they need a new bassist." 


The bassist laughed. "Bet that jerk never picks up a bass again after today. Fucking sell out" 


Chapter 5 


ZOth November 206 - I245pm (The 606 Building) 


"You were a good bassist" Chris smiled at Nate. "Glad to know you didn't give up on playing." 


"Attention elevator car number 3." The voice rattled out of the speaker. "I have an update on the replacement 


panel. 
Pat groaned. "This doesn't sound like good news." 
"We are having issues with the replacement panel, we hope to have the work completed within next hour." 


"Fuck" Chris glanced at his watch. "I've already missed my meeting and if this thing doesn't get moving soon l'm 


going to miss the surf competition" 
"You surf?" Taylor's face broke in to a wide grin. "I surf too." 


‘I'd never have guessed" Nate smirked at Taylor. "You couldn't possibly want to wear those hideous board 


shorts for any other reason’ 
Taylor scowled at Nate. "Fuck off you dick" He turned back to Chris. "Where do you hang out?" 
"Santa Barbara" 

Taylor laughed. "I had a wipe out over in Santa Barbara years back, almost fucking died” 
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August 2001 - Santa Barbara 


Taylor pulled the board from the back of his truck and leant it up against the cab whilst he lit a joint. He 
looked out over the beach, the waves were good today and there were quite a few surfers already out. He 
loved to surf, he wasn't the greatest surfer but he could ride the waves well enough not to look like some 
once a year surfer dick. He fished out a bottle of Jack Daniels from his backpack and took a mouthful, it was 
pretty cold in the water and it helped warm him up. He finished the joint, had a few more mouthfuls of JD and 
pulled on his wet suit. Taylor locked up his truck and picked up his board, he was ready to hit the waves. 


Chris was out in the water waiting for the wave to pick him up, he'd been out for about half an hour and had 
caught some good waves. He looked behind him, there was a good swell building and he got himself up ready to 


catch the wave as it raced towards him. As the wave hit he popped up and balanced on the board riding it all 
the way to the shore where he bailed out. Chris stood up in the shallow water and brushed his hair out of his 
eyes, a slim blond haired guy splashed into the water next to him and got his board settled. Chris nodded a 
hello and watched the guy paddle out, he got on his board and wobbled falling straight back into the ocean 
Fucking once a year surfer dick thought Chris, you could spot them a mile off. 


Taylor spat the water out of his mouth as he bobbed back up to the surface. He pulled himself back on the 
board and lay flat, he had felt really dizzy when he stood up to catch the wave and had lost his balance. 
Maybe he shouldn't have had the JD, he'd already had a few beers and smoked a couple of joints before 
driving out to Santa Barbara. He felt the water rolling under him, a big wave was forming behind him, he was 
going to ride this fucker all the way to the beach. Taylor got into a crouch and as the wave caught him he 
popped up to stand on the board, no wobbles this time he thought smugly. But he did feel a bit weird; he felt a 
bit lightheaded, his vision was all blurry, and he couldn't feel his legs anymore. Taylor knew he was going to 
wipe out, he tried to push himself off the board on the ocean side but his legs didn't seem to be working. The 
last thing he saw was the wall of water racing behind him as he lost consciousness and fell into the water 
pulling his board on top of him. 


Chis saw the blond guy go under again, he shouldn't be out in the deep water, he was obviously an amateur 
who should be sticking to the shallows. Chris turned his attention back to the ocean behind him, the waves 
were big today and he was enjoying the rides, the blond surfer was forgotten as Chris picked up his next ride 
to beach. 


Taylor tried to swim to the surface but he was disorientated, he didn't know which way was up and his arms 
felt weak. He needed to breath, his lungs were crying out for oxygen as the wave tossed him around like a rag 
doll. The undercurrent spun him around and brought his board round to smash into his temple and for the 


second time in 2 minutes Taylor lost consciousness. 


Chris dragged his board out of the water, he'd had enough for the day and he had an interview with a 
modeling agency later that afternoon Chris smiled to himself, he had thought it was a joke when the talent 
scout had approached him the previous week, but the scout was real and thought Chris was perfect for a 
sportswear campaign he was working on. Chris could see a crowd of people gathered on the beach and an 
ambulance parked up on the road, what the fuck was going on? As he approached two paramedics lifted 
someone on to a stretcher and headed back up the beach towards the ambulance, all Chris could see was a 


headful of blond hair as the stretcher was loaded into the back of the ambulance. 


Pat met the ambulance as it pulled in to the ER loading bay, he opened the doors and helped the paramedic get 
the gurney out. 


"Male, late 20's, head wound from surf board. He was under the water for several minutes, he's not breathing 


on his own" The paramedic was using a bag valve mask to push oxygen in to Taylor's lungs. 


Pat looked at the man on the gurney, this wasn't something he could deal with, the surfer needed specialist 


care. 


"Take him straight to resuss, I'll let the SHO know." Pat said closing the ambulance doors. 


The paramedic pushed the gurney through the ER doors, Pat watched them disappear down the corridor and 
he hoped the surfer was going to make it, he was only a kid. 


Taylor was in a coma for 2 days. The alcohol mixed with the pot had caused him to ‘green out and that was 
why he had felt dizzy and passed out. He had been under the water for several minutes before he was 
dragged to the beach by a couple of other surfers who had seen him go under. He had taken in a lot of water 
and wasn't breathing. The hospital had him on a respirator and had warned his family that he might not make 
it. Taylor had woken up scared shitless by his experience; he quit drinking there and then but he still smoked 
pot as it helped take away the pain in his back, the pain he got from spending hours a day at his drum kit. 


Chapter 6 


ZOth November 206 - [5pm (The 606 Building) 


Pat needed a smoke, he pulled a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. "Anyone mind if | have one?" 
‘| do." Nate said. "It's a disgusting habit, and you're a nurse for fucks sake." 

"m with Nate," Chris pulled a face "smoking is fucking horrible." 

"If you're having one I'm having one too" Dave pulled a pack out of his backpack. 

Everyone looked at Taylor. 

"What?" Taylor said. "What you all looking at me for?" 

"You have the deciding vote." Pat said waving the pack under Taylor's nose. "Cigarettes or no cigarettes." 
Taylor shrugged. "| don't care one way or the other." 

Nate smiled. "That's settled then. No smoking.” 

Dave glowered at the lawyer. "What? Why is it no smoking? Taylor didn't say no." 

"He didn't say yes either." Chris pointed out. 


"So how the fuck does that make it no smoking?" Pat pulled out a cigarette. "I'm having one anyway. Fuck the 
stupid vote." 


Nate reached over and pulled the cigarette from Pat's hand and snapped it in two. "No. You're not fucking 
smoking that in here." 


"You fucking asshole." Pat got up at stood over Nate. "I'm going to beat the crap out of you for that" Pat got 
quite irritated when he hadn't had a smoke for a while. 


Chris stood up and faced Pat. "You fucking try it and I'll beat the living shit out of you." 
Dave got to his feet and pulled Pat away. "Leave it Pat" 


Pat turned on Dave. "You with them now? Thought you wanted a smoke?" 


The smell of pot made Dave, Pat, Chris and Nate all turn and look at Taylor who was leaning back against the 
wall holding a lit joint. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Nate stared at the blond. "You can't do that, it's fucking illegal.” 

"Chill out Natey," He held out the joint to the redhead. "Here have some and just chill." 

"IIl have some." Pat took the joint and took a long drag. "Thats good shit Taylor." He held it out to Chris. 
"Fuck it, | could do with chilling out." Chris took a hit and offered the spliff to Dave. 


Dave shook his head "Last time | smoked one of those it didn't end well. | was at a party in Laguna Beach and it 
all got a bit fucked up." 


Taylor laughed. "I've been to plenty of those. One time | got arrested after some dick threw up on the 


neighbors car and the police got called" 
Dave grimaced. "That would have been me, | puked on the car and | got you arrested." 
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April 2007 - Laguna Beach 


It was a shitty house party, the place was full of stoners and beach bums who were all stoned out of their 
heads. Dave had only agreed to go because the girl he was seeing wanted to go and he was still in the trying 
to impress stage of the relationship. He stood in the kitchen drinking beer while Lily was sitting on the floor in 
the lounge talking with her friends. Dave finished his beer and reached for another, getting drunk was the only 
thing that would make this party appear better. A skinny blond haired guy wearing awful board shorts and a 
tank top wandered in to the lounge, he said something to the girls who all giggled and handed them a couple of 
lit joints. Dave put his beer down and walked over to the girls, he didn't want his girl getting trashed, not 
because he was against pot but he didn't want to have to carry her home. The skinny blond guy had 


disappeared, Dave sat down on the floor next to Lily and put an arm around her shoulder. 
"Hey Davey" Lily leaned back against him. "Where have you been? | missed you." 


"Just in the kitchen" He hugged her closer. "Do you want to get out of here babe? Go back to my place and 
chill out there?" 


"No, | want to stay here. | want to chill out here with you." She held out the spliff to him. 


Dave shook his head. He hadn't touched drugs in years, he had seen first hand how it had fucked people up. 


Lily moved her head to whisper in his ear. "Have some baby, it will relax you and make it so much better 


when | fuck you later." 


They hadn't had sex yet, Lily wanted to wait until ‘the right moment’ and Dave had been trying to create ‘the 
right moment’ for weeks. Lily was sexy as hell and Dave couldn't wait to get her into bed. One little toke 
wouldn't be so bad he thought, and if it got Lily in the mood it was worth it. He took the joint and took a drag. 


"That's right baby," Lily purred "let's get fucked and then get fucked" 


Taylor was laying on one of the beds upstairs, he didn't know who's bed it was and he didn't care, he was 
enjoying the blow job he was currently receiving from a dark haired girl he'd met earlier. He took another toke 
from his spliff, it was good stuff the best he'd had for a while and he'd rolled a good few spliffs with it 


before heading out to the party. The dark haired girl took him deeper in her throat and Taylor settled back in 
the pillows, this was turning out to be a great party. 


Dave wasn't feeling so good. He and Lily had finished the joint between them and he had started to feel dizzy 


and sweaty soon after. He needed some fresh air. 
"Babe l'm just going outside for some air," He stood up on wobbly legs. "Be back in a minute." 
"Don't be long," Lily smiled at him "I think one of the bedrooms upstairs is free." 


Dave stumbled outside, it was a warm night but he was already sweating profusely his shirt clinging to his 
clammy skin. A wave of nausea washed over him and he felt dizzy, it was the pot he thought, he had taken 
too much and he needed to walk it off. He made his way out to the street on wobbly legs, he took another 
couple of steps when another bout of dizziness hit him, he fell forward onto the hood of a car and lost his 
stomach contents. He sank down on the sidewalk and leaned up against the car, he saw a pair of sneakers 
appear in front of him one of which kicked his leg. 


"What the fuck? You just puked on my car you motherfucker. I'm calling the cops, your ass is busted you 


cocksucker." 


Dave groaned, this was turning out to be a shitty party. 


Taylor heard the police sirens but didn't take much notice, there were always sirens going off, he was way too 
chilled out to bother about that kind of shit. He didn't take any notice when the bedroom door flew open, people 
were always barging into rooms at parties, and he didn't take any notice when someone grabbed his arm, 
probably some chick wanting to blow him. He did however take notice when he was pulled roughly from the bed 
and frogmarched out of the room, that wasn't something that usually happened at parties. It took him a full 
minute to realize that it was the cops that had hold of him and by that time it was too late to get rid of the 


joints he had stashed in his pockets. He was fucked in more ways than one. 

Taylor was at the police station and he was under arrest for possession. Apparently some dick had puked on a 
car and had described the person who had given him the spliff which had led the cops to Taylor. His rights 
were being read to him, he had the right to remain silent and the right to an attorney. 

"| don't have an attorney." Taylor mumbled. 

"We can appoint one for you." The cop turned to his colleague, "Who's on call tonight?" 

The cop looked through a list. "Nate Mendel." 


"You want us to give Mr Mendel a call Taylor?" 


Taylor nodded. The cops had him with rolled joints in his pockets and he needed representation if he was going 
to get out of this. 


In the end the cops let him go with a warning. The cop didn't bother calling the attorney it was too much 
hassle, too much paperwork and the amount of pot Taylor had on him was too little for them to bother with. 
Taylor got home in the early hours of the morning and the first thing he did was roll up a big spliff, the whole 


ordeal had stressed him out and he needed to relax. 


Chapter 1 


ZOth November ZOB - 145pm (The 606 Building) 


"Attention elevator car number 3. Smoking is not permitted in the elevator, please extinguish the cigarette." 


Dave pressed the intercom. "Get us out of here and we'll put it out. We've been stuck here for 2 fucking 


hours." 
Taylor gave Dave a thumbs up. "Elevator voice is a dick" 


By now they had all taken a hit from Taylor's joint, even Nate and Dave had taken a couple of puffs, and they 
were all feeling a bit giddy. 


"So we are all musicians." Chris said with a big grin on his face. "What are the fucking chances of that?" 


"Did you say you recorded a demo Dave?" Pat passed the spliff to Nate. "You got a copy? | would like to hear 
it” 


Dave shook his head. "I recorded it for fun, | have a friend who runs a recording studio and | just booked it out 


for a week to lay down some tracks." 


"Go on Dave let's hear it, what's the point of recording something if no one gets to hear it" Nate giggled 
"Unless it's some kind of country/jazz/reggae mash up, then you can fucking keep it” 


Taylor crawled over to Dave and placed an arm around his shoulders. "Please D, | want to hear you sing." He 


leaned up and whispered in Dave's ear. "Bet you have a really sexy voice.” 


Dave smiled, he liked Taylor, he was funny, maybe he would keep in touch with him. In fact he liked all the men, 
they all seemed like good guys. 


Chris gave Dave a sloppy smile. "I want to hear it too, but I'm not going to stick my tongue in your ear to 


persuade you." 


Dave grinned. "Ok, ok. | have it on my iPod" He rooted through his backpack and pulled out an iPod and 
headphones. He cued up the first track and passed it over to Pat. "You asked first." 


Pat put on the headphones and listened for a while. "That's great Dave, you should think about releasing it” He 
passed the iPod to Nate. "One of the bands | was in tried to recorded an album years ago, it was a fucking 
nightmare." 
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"| don't fucking care, just play it again" Aubrey screamed. "Just fucking play it" 


Pat sighed, they had been in the studio for weeks trying to record their debut album but it was fair to say 
that it was a fucking mess. Aubrey, the lead singer and bassist, was throwing tantrums accusing the rest of 
the band of ‘fucking up on purpose’, just to fuck with him. The frontman was high on drugs most of the time 
and was barely holding it together. Gregor, the drummer, was constantly under fire from Aubrey and had 
threaten to quit dozens of times and Pat didn't blame him, he felt like quitting too. 


"Fuck off Aub, there was nothing wrong with that take." Gregor wiped his face with a towel, he was soaked in 
sweat after playing the drum track for the eighth time. 


Aubrey turned to Pat. "You tell him, tell that motherfucker to play it again because it was FUCKING SHIT” 


Pat looked over at Gregor who was slumped over his kit, the poor guy was exhausted and there had been 


nothing wrong with the last take. Gregor stood up and threw his sticks down. 
"Fuck it Aubrey, | quit" 


"Fuck you Greg, you're a fucking shitty drummer. | know dozens of drummers better than you." Aubrey 
screamed as Gregor stormed out of the studio. "I'll get that fucking surfer dick Hawkins to play.’ 


Pat calmly removed his guitar and walked to the door. 
"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" Aubrey shrieked. 


"| quit too." Pat opened the door. "You are a fucking psycho Aubrey and I'm done." He walked out of the studio 
and headed out to find Gregor and a bar. 


Nate was drunk He had been in the bar for the last hour hoping to drown his sorrows in whisky and beer and 
he was doing a pretty good job. He signaled to the barman to set up another round as he pulled the letter out 
of his pocket and read it for the umpteenth time. It was a letter from Carolina, his fiancé or rather ex fiancé 
as she had let him know in the letter he'd received in the post this morning. She had dumped him by fucking 
US mail, not even in person, but in a five line letter. Apparently she was too young to get married, apparently 
he was too nice, apparently it was her not him, apparently he deserved better. Well you know what Carolina, 


Nate thought, apparently you are a fucking bitch. 


The barman placed another beer and whisky in front of Nate and moved over to serve two guys who had just 


sat down at the bar next to Nate. 

"Whisky, doubles" 

Someone else is having a bad day Nate thought, at least it's not just me. 

"That fucking Aubrey is a fucking dick" One of the men said. "| should have quit weeks ago.” 


‘Its the drugs Greg, turned him in to a nasty son of a bitch" The other man knocked back his drink. "He's a 
fucking junkie idiot." 


"You know what Pat?" Greg said. "m done with playing. I'm not making any money and Haley's pregnant, | need a 
proper job." 


"Don't give it up Greg, Aubrey is talking shit, you are a great drummer." Pat waved the barman to set up 
another round. "But you're right we need proper jobs, | can't pay my rent on what we're making with the 
band." 


Listening to the two men talk about their band made Nate think about the band he was in back in Seattle. Nate 
hadn't played his bass in a couple of years, Carolina didn’t like it, said it was too loud so he had packed it away 
in a closet. Fuck it, he was going to go home, get his bass out and rip some loud riffs. He missed playing and 
now Carolina was out of his life he was going to play whenever he wanted and as loud as he wanted. Nate 
finished his drinks, left some notes on the bar and headed home to dust off his bass, he needed some practice 


if he was going to form a band. 


Chapter 8 


ZOth November ZOB - 2pm (The 606 Building) 

"This is fucking rad" Taylor said with a huge grin. "You're a fucking genius Dave." He passed the iPod back to 
Dave. 

All four men had listened to Dave's demo and all of them had been equally enthusiastic. 


"You really should think about releasing that, it's that good" Nate was laying on the floor, he'd taken off his 


suit jacket and was using it as a pillow. "If you need a bassist let me know." 

"lIl do the drums" Taylor squealed. "I'm fucking awesome on drums." 

Chris laughed. "In that case count me in as a guitarist." 

Pat grinned. "You can never have too many guitars, l'm in too." 

Dave laughed. "Sounds like | have a ready made band." 

It wasn't a bad idea, Dave thought, he had been thinking about getting a band together for a while. 


"Why don't we set up a jamming session, see if it works?" Dave smiled at the men. "| have a friend with a 


rehearsal space we can use." 
"What are we going to call ourselves?" Taylor said. "And don't ask Nate, his band name choices suck." 


Nate threw a pizza crust at Taylor and laughed. "Fuck off" He was getting used to the blond and although he 
was still a dick he was at least a funny dick 


Dave pulled at his beard. "I was reading a book on UFO's a while back and the Allied aircraft used the term Foo 
Fighters to describe UFO's. | thought that was a good name." 


The other four men stared at him. 
"Ok you're right, Foo Fighters would be the dumbest band name ever." Dave laughed. "Any other suggestions?" 


"Attention elevator car number 3. The panel has been replaced and the elevator is now fully functional. The 


elevator will take you to the ground floor. Thank you and have a nice day." 


Taylor pressed the intercom button. "Thank you Elevator Voice - and you are still a dick” 


There was a jolt and the elevator started to descend. 

Chris smiled. "This has been the best stuck in an elevator experience | have ever had." 

Dave laughed. "I believe in fate, we were all brought here by fate, we were supposed to meet." 
"Fuck off you dick." Taylor giggled. "That sounded so gay." 

The elevator stopped and the doors opened. The five men stepped out in to the foyer. 

"| need a drink, who's coming?" Pat said. 


“All of us." Dave grinned. "We need to work out the rehearsal schedule. We have a band to put together.” 


